Alas! \ve scarce live long enough to try

Whether a true-made clock run right or lie.

Old grandsires ta.lk of yesterday with sorrow,

And for our children we reserve to-morrow.

So short is life, that every peasant strives

In a torn house or field, to have three lives.

And as in lasting, so in length, is man

Contracted to an inch who was a span;

For had a man at first in forests stray'd,

Or shipwreck'd in the sea, one would have laid

A wager that an elephant or whale

That met him would not hastily assail

A thing so equal to him; now, alas!

The fairies and the pygmies well may pass

As credible*  Mankind decays so soon,

We *re scarce our father's shadows cast at noon;

Only death adds t* our length; nor are we grown

In stature to be men till we are none.

But this were light, did our less volume hold

*
All the old text; or had we changed to gold

Their silver, or dispos'd into less glass
Spirits of virtue which then scatter'd was;
But t'is not so; we're not retired, but dampt;
And as our bodies so our minds are crampt: